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Kindling the Fire 


Author's Notes: 
This is going to be a long, painful journey for Taylor. (no non-con will occur during this story, though there is 
implied thoughts of it in passing) 


Taylor wasn't feeling too hot. 


At first, straight after the show, he could've ran a marathon with the energy shooting through him. Typical 
adrenaline that came with hitting the cymbals too hard and the crackle of the crowd and sweat, he was used 
to it. Though, while the energy remained high.. 


Taylor was sitting in the backroom, nursing a couple of ice-cold waters and trying to figure out the inane heat 
that was prickling through him. Sure, it's pretty warm this time of year, but the heat couldn't possibly be 
from the sun alone. During his speculation, it only seemed to get worse and worse; until he couldn't hold his 


cup any longer and it shattered with a shrill ring throughout the backstage. 


Taylor didn't realize he passed out until he briefly opened his bleary eyes to low rumble and several voices 


talking amongst him. A cold sweat broke on his back, as he shifted around and tried to understand better 
where the hell he was. With enough straining of his ear, he made out a voice. 


"You sure he's going to be ok?" 
Dave. 
Oh thank fuck 


Due to the sheer lack of context, Taylor was almost certain that he was being snuck into Moscow or some 
shit and he was drugged beforehand to achieve that. However, there was no Russian spies to be found and 
Taylor thought it was safe to assume that they were in their transport car heading back to the hotel. On 


another note, Dave's worried voice eased the pain of his throbbing head ache just a tad. 


‘Its just a particularly bad case of heatstroke? You saw how much Taylor had to drink before the show; he 
knows nothing about taking care of himself, much less hydrating properly." Nate's voice followed, and, ok, 
headache returned. Taylor would've raised his head and narrowed his eyes at him, but a speed bump made him 


jump and he just curled further into himself with a groan. 


"Yeah yeah. Still, even if he's an idiot, | feel bad for him." Dave said. Goddamnit Grohl youre not supposed to 
agree with him. 


"I think you should bring him to your room tonight and watch him." Chris‘ voice joined in, and-- excuse me? 


"That's actually a good idea, if Taylor needs the hospital for any reason, there will at least be someone there 
to watch him." Nate said, and Taylor intently listened for Dave's response. Through the folds of the blanket, he 


saw something akin to a dismissive shrug from him. 
"Yeah, | have two beds anyways so | don't think itll be much of a big deal” Dave said. 


Taylor, through his pounding headache, was able to detect a twinge of something within him. His stomach was 
beginning to swirl and twist in weird ways, but it didn't feel like it was from either the aforementioned heat 
stroke and/or alcohol. Something good burned within him, as if the thought of being alone with Dave triggered 
something deep within him. 


Though, he just closed his eyes and laughed to himself. 
Alright, the being drugged’ scenario has lost its novelty Hawkins Don't entertain these sort of thoughts. 


Though, as the car they were in rolled to a stop and Dave's arms were suddenly around Taylor, picking him up, 
the dangerous urge to ruin him came to mind. Taylor's eyes snapped wide open to find Dave's gentle face 
peering ahead, speaking to either Chris or Nate. Taylor couldn't hear a word, but found that looking at the soft, 
kind face of a man he's been pretending that he didn't love, began to brew a deeper, darker heat in his 


stomach. 
Once that Taylor knew he couldn't stop, and Taylor had to close his eyes. He shut them tight, and prayed. 
There's no way | could've been drugged, there's no way. 


He prayed, and prayed, and prayed; but he knew that something was going to have to change between Dave and 


him. 


For better or worse. 


Breaking Point 


Author's Notes: 

When | originally started this, | was almost positive this was going to go down a smutty PWP path, but | 
always throw in some heavy emotional component in the midst of the development. Here's to the start of 
Taylor's suffering! *clinks glass* 


From the transit from the car, to the hotel, Taylor had fell into a peaceful slumber. 
dust fuckin’ kidding! 


Taylor, at this point and time, could feel the pulse of blood through Dave's arms, through the blanket. Dave's 
scent had also become stronger, and while Taylor had always been aware of it, he couldn't pretend that it 
wasn't present. He smelled of dried sweat and sandalwood, the sandalwood being and oil that Taylor had gifted 
him on one of his birthdays. Since then, Taylor had nights where all he could do was take one of Dave's shirts 
and just inhale the scent that came from it. 


Yes, he was well aware that that wasn't quite right, but what could a desperate man do? 


Though, this situation was a thousand times worse and why does Dave smell so damn good? These scenario was 
made in Taylor's dreams, that his heat, his scent, his skin, surrounded Taylor and he was completely engulfed 
in a general essence of Dave. To the point that Taylor could consider that he may have a slightly unhealthy 
obsession with Dave, and that he's way out of his mind, and he just wanted fo sink his teeth into his ski- 


"You there Tay?" Dave asked, and Taylor nearly shit himself. Nearly. 


"Er, yeah?" Taylor's voice came out a lot rougher than he expected, but considering what was happening inside 
of him, he couldn't be surprised. Dave frowned and then a click sounded behind him. Taylor realized that 


they've arrived at Dave's room, and that he was being set on one of the beds near the door. 
Taylor also realized that he was completely alone with Dave. 


"Taylor, Jesus, you need to take more care of yourself” Dave stretched his arms to his side, and a soft groan 
left him as he worked out the strained muscles in his back. This groan echoed a lot louder in his head than 
Taylor would've liked, and Taylor felt his hand shoot down to his crotch. To Dave, it looked like Taylor was 
readusting himself underneath the blanket, but in reality, Taylor was staving off a potential boner. 


To Taylor's chagrin, a boner has been there for a while. He could tell by the wetness at the front of his 


sweatpants. 


Taylor's heart pounded in his ears, and the reality of the situation hit him full force. Taylor's wide eyes shot 
up to Dave, inches away from him, who looked oblivious to what was truly happening. Dave raised an eyebrow 
at him, and Taylor awkwardly smiled. 


"You ok?" Dave asked, and Taylor shot up onto his feet. 


"J-Just great actually, I've been meaning to take a fuckin- uh, shower.” Taylor squeaked, an entire pitch higher 
than his voice normally would be. Dave blinked at his blanketed, slouched form suddenly up and running as if he 
wasn't suffering from ‘heatstroke'. Though, Dave had no time to remark on this because Taylor ran straight 


into the bathroom and shut the door with a speed that left Dave dumbfounded in the main room. 
Taylor dropped the blanket, now acutely aware that his cock had been straining against his sweatpants. 
Aphrodisiac. 


Taylor had heard horror stories from other celebrities who've gotten this sort of thing slipped into their 
drinks, and Taylor never thought he was going to be one of them. His headache was now gore, but his mind 


was foggy and oh shit, he really wanted fo fuck Dave. 


Being in the same room, alone, for all these years, had never gotten him this crazed. There's been a couple 
moments where Dave wore too tight briefs or Taylor walked in on him showering, but it never got to the point 
that Taylor couldn't take it anymore. Knowing that Dave is in the other room was enough at this point for 
Taylor to come in his boxers. Taylor rushed over to the shower and twisted the cold water knob as far as it 


would go. 


A couple of bumps and creaks came from the showerhead, but soon a thick, unforgiving stream of cold water 
blessed Taylor. Taylor threw himself into the stream, not caring about his clothes or anything else; he just 
knew that he needed to get a hold of himself. He stood in the icy waters, but it only turned the hot coil of 
arousal in his stomach tighter and tighter. Before he knew it, his hand was stroking himself through his 
sweatpants and-- 


"Taylor, are you sure are you ok?" 

Taylor hit the tile wall with enough force that a loud bang sounded through the entire hotel room, and the 
door swung open. Dave stood there in the doorway, eyes wide as he found Taylor's crumpled form on the 
shower floor, chest heaving and face flushed red. Dave rushed over, and no, please, Dave please dont come 
over here, but Taylor was too weak to even say the words. Taylor peered to Dave through teary eyes, and 
Dave crouched down beside him. 


"Tay, what happened--" 


| was drugged" Taylor croaked, and it hurt to see Dave's face fall so fast. 


Because merely moments ago, Taylor was fantasizing about completely ruining his best friend. He would've done 
something unforgivable if it wasn't for his last, dwindling strip of self-control. Taylor didn't deserve someone 
like Dave, because even though the gears in Dave's head were turning, Dave wrapped his arms around him and 


held him tight. 


Dave's sort of stupid, selfless care for the people he loved was inane, knowing that Taylor could grab him and 
fuck him against the shower wall no matter how much he screamed. Taylor could take advantage of his trust 


and completely destroy him, but Taylor would rather die than ruin such a bright, beaming face. 


And Taylor wrapped his arms around his shoulders and squeezed, feeling the wildfire of Dave's heartbeat and 


his own beat like a drum in the loud silence of the shower. 

"| love you." Taylor croaked, and Dave soothed a hand over his back. 

"| love you too." Dave murmured, and Taylor choked out a sob. Taylor wasn't sure what he meant, but it was 
enough to quench all the years that passed him by that left him with nothing but pain. So Taylor buried his 


head deeper into the crook of Dave's neck and wept, his sobs racking his body for what they were worth. 


And until Taylor's last conscious moment, Dave held him in the freezing stream of the shower; not letting him 


go once during the entire time. 


Revelations 


Author's Notes: 
Hoo hoo.. 


Taylor and Dave ended up both getting admitted to the hospital. 

"Go figure." Was all Nate could say, but in this situation his humour was misplaced and moreso exasperated. 
Taylor woke up, cold and disoriented, to find Dave's shuddering, unconscious body on his with the cold water 
still running on high. In an act of miraculous mental and physical strength, Taylor dragged Dave out of the 
shower and quickly called Ml, and soon passed out after. Taylor woke in a hospital bed with Nate and Chris at 


his bedside, along with an investigator. 


"Taylor, please talk to the nice man in black about why they found a potent aphrodisiac in your blood?" Nate 
asked. 


Soon, Taylor was quick to explain that he didn't intentionally take the drug and soon a whole other investigation 
was launched in relation to the lack of security backstage. Taylor was soon left alone with Chris, whereas Nate 


decided to check on Dave. Taylor looked expectantly between the door and Chris, and Chris clicked his tongue. 


‘lm not going to be your accomplice in sneaking out of your hospital room, the nurse specifically asked you to 
stay put" Chris said, and Taylor clicked his tongue in turn. 


"Is Dave atleast ok?" 

"Mild hypothermia, he'll be ok’ 

"Isn't that... dangerous?" 

"Maybe he shouldn't have joined you in the shower?" 
‘Valid point, but still, he cool?" 

"Taylor, | just said he's fine, and Taylor, really?" 

"0k, bad word choice, | get that" 


"Just lie down for fucks sake, you're way too drugged up to be talking right now." 


Taylor soon complied (not without a bit of bickering and name-calling first) and found himself staring up at the 
ceiling, counting the flecks of color as if he would on a jawbreaker. Chris left to join Nate outside, and Taylor 


was left with thoughts. 


There was a lot he could think about, considering the absurdity of the situation, but there was a indefinite fog 
that remained in his brain. No heat was left, nor the frightening urges, just the buzz in his ears that filled up 
the quiet room. He thought maybe he should sleep, because if he tried to think, nothing would come out of it. 

Broken thoughts and guilt were the last thing he needed, so he closed his eyes after counting the last speck of 


color on the ceiling and drifted away into sleep. 


Taylor got released later in the evening, and was taken straight to the station for questioning. After a good 
thirty minutes of the officers realizing that Taylor was practically useless ("Despite being the one who was 
drugged" Nate snapped in passing), Taylor was sent back to the hotel back to rest up. Taylor reached his 
room, swiped his key, and laid his eyes on the mess of bedsheets and clothes that littered the floor. 


There wasn't much evidence of last night, nor the morning that followed, but there was something chaotic 
about the scene that anyone who walked in would have to ask what happened? Taylor still was asking this 


question to himself, and moved to pick up the mess off the ground and onto a nearby chair. 


Then Taylor sat on the bed and just sat. Nothing in mind in particular, just focused on the spring of the 
mattress underneath him as he rocked his feet back and forth on the carpeted floor. Taylor tried his best to 
not think about the open luggage of Dave's clothes on the bed across from him, or the sensation of wet 
cotton that moved across his fingertips last night. Taylor screwed his eyes shut, and a sharp cocktail of 
emotions whipped through him. 


Guilt. 


Guilt was the predominant emotion that settled as a foundation for the flurry of other emotions, and Taylor 
couldn't shake it. Drug or not, he considered doing something to Dave; and whatever that something may've 
been, he could've seriously hurt him. Taylor crossed his legs and paused his thoughts to apprehend the rush 
of blood heading south, the guilt thickening in his stomach like cement. 


| shouldnt feel lke this towards hm in the first place, Taylor idly thought, and thankfully, that killed his boner. 
Unfortunately, he decided to trade ashamed arousal to homophobic self-loathing and it's not much better 
feeling-wise. Taylor leaned back into the bed and closed his eyes, and just thought of Dave. 


Its been four years since Taylor fell in love with him, and not once he's considered giving up this futile love. 
Despite having reality beat him into submission over and over again, he chased after the possibility with bright 
eyes and a heart full of hope. Though, as it finally dawned on him, he knew that this self-absorbed dream had 


come to an end. 


Maybe it was finally seeing the heat of his desire contrast with Dave as a human being. 


Maybe it was that or something else, who knew, but Taylor had to give up. He didn't want to hurt anyone, 
especially Dave; because if Dave got hurt because of his selfish desires, he'd never forgive himself. He needed 
to end the stupid fantasy world that he's entertained for four years, because it was never going to happen 
Taylor pulled his forearm over his eyes, and allowed the tears to fall. Not sobbing, but softly letting the tears 


fall down his temples into his blonde, unkempt hair. 


For the dream was over, and he had to let go for once and for all. 


